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En PP Decaying Life, to growing Ills ſuſtain £ 


And the kind Stroke of welcome Death refrain } 
Why wilt thou not enlarge to Eaſe, my Soul, 


Lex the vext Pris ner range without Controul ? 
R For 
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For me to live's the worſt of Puniſhment, 

And Death alone can give me true Content, 
Diſeaſes dwell in me, I'm frozen grown, 

And what J was in Youth, away is flown ; 

With trembling Faintneſs ev'ry Limb is looſe, 

A Swimming-Dizzineſs my Brains produce ; 
Light, which to all the World diſpenſes Joy, 

To me, unhappy Mourner, s an Annoy ; 

Mirth, which can youthful Griefs aſſwage ſo well, 
But only ſerves to make my Sorrows ſwell. | 
While vig'rous Senſe and comely Youth remain'd, 
Oer all the World my Eloquence was fam'd, 

Oft with Succeſs, feign'd a Poetick Lye, 

And ſure Renown, gain'd by my Poetry ; 

Ofr' the diſputed Laurel it was mine, 


And the Rich Bays did round my Temples ſhine. 


But paſt are all theſe Joys which uſe to pleaſe, 


And a dead Numbneſs all my Vitals ſeize, 
4 Ah. 
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Ah! what a wretched Part of Life retain 

The Aged Men; full of Diſeaſe and Pain, 

Great Gifts from Nature I in Youth receiv'd, 

And to them She a gracefal Beauty gave, 

Beauty which has Pow'r itſelf, to charm, _ 

From Men wou'd claim Reſpect, the Women warm, 
I'd Vertue too, did brighteſt Gold out- hine, 
Which makes the Wit more noble and divine. 


If I, by th' op'ning Hound invited was, 
The Woods I wou'd ſurround with eager Chace, 
From me alone, the Game receiv'd the Harm, 

In vain he ſhunn'd the Vigonr of my Arm ; 

Or when with youthful Warmth and Heart poſſeſt, 
I gave Purſuit to th wild and ſavage Beaſt : 
Still with Succeſs did I employ my Bow, 


And ev'ry Arrow wou'd deſtroy that flew. 
Where ative Wreſtlers ſtrove I oft” wou'd chooſe 
To try my Strength, and finewy Limbs cou d uſe, 
B 2 Some 
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Sometimes with Conrſers I wou'd run the Race, 
And oft' before them have I reach'd the Place. 
In Sophoclean Verſe, and buskin'd State, 

I cou d a noble Tragedy repeat: 

And tho' my Skill ſo many Ways was good, 

I did not find that it my Praiſe withſtood, 

My Merit by it rather higher grew, 

As various Works the Maſter's Art docs ſhew, 


Againſt all fils invincible was found, 


| A hardy Suff rance manly Vertues crown'd, 

I unconcern'd, ſecure from Injury, 

With open Front all Storms I cou d defy, 
Around my Head, the vi'lent Rains wou'd pour, 
But harmleſs them as Drops of Oyl I bore. 

The Blaſts of bluſt ring Boreas, blew in vain ; 
Like ſturdy Oaks, I con'd their Rage ſuſtain. 
The Summer's Heat, or Winter's Froſt cou'd bear, 


To me alike unprejudicial were. 
The 
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The Tyber's colder Streams I durſt invade, 

In hoary Froſts, with Courage undiſmay'd ; 

A little Sleepꝭa long Refreſhment gave; 

A mod'rate Meal, my Hunger cou d relieve ; 
But if I found a jolly drunken Friend, 

Around the brimming Glaſs inclin'd to ſend, 
To paſs the happy Hours of ſome ſmooth Day, 
And with brisk Wine to chaſe dull Cares away, 
My Brains were ſtrong, and undiſcover'd bore, 
O' th' ſtrongeſt Liquors an unmeaſur'd Store; 
The hardieſt Gueſt, was overcome by me, 
Tho he o'er others gain'd the Victory, 

Had Father Bacchus for one ventur'd in, 

Not Father Bacchus had unconquer'd been + 
Thus Contrarieties we often find, 

Are in one Breaſt by Concord's Bands confin'd, 
Thus diff rent Paſhons rul'd great Socrates, 
Was gavly pleaſant and ſeverely wiſe, 


As well in drinking, that he cou'd excell, 


D? 


Was skili'd as much as h* was in rcas ning well. 


Cats 
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Cato wou'd oft his rigid Thoughts forget, 

His Senſes with delicious Wine to fate ; 

There's nothing in itſelf is good or bad, 

By Circumſtances only ſo are made: 

That's not a Vice that's done with Wit and Senſe, 


The ſlubbering t o'er tis makes it an Offence, 


Fate's utmoſt Spite by me was fearleſs born, 
No heavy Sorrows on my Brows were worn, 
Pomp and Ad verſity, were one to me, 

No Grief I ſhew d for this, for that no Joy, 
All Things I had, becauſc I ſought for none, 
My Neighbour's nc'er delir'd, enjoy'd my own, 
Thou, doleful Age, do'ſt me alone ſubdue, 
Yon conquer all Things, I muſt yicld to you, 
We run to thee, all fading Things are thine, 
With thy decaying laſt ; <ve all decline. 

Thus when with Youth adorn'd Hetruria ſtrove 


With her beſt Charms to gain my Nuptial Lovc. 
But 
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But Hymen's Fetters T unfit to wear 
To Golden Bonds did Liberty prefer. 
When in my vernal Strength, and youthful Bloom 


I us d to walk the ſtately Streets of Rome, 

The longing Maids wou'd view me with Surprize, 
Sarvey my promiſing Parts with wiſhing Eyes, 
Bluſhing the Nymphs, my Viſits wou'd receive, 
Yet of their Joy, wou'd many Tokens give, 
Themſelves wou'd oft' in ſome ſly Corner hide, 
As if my grateful Kindneſs they 'd avoid, 

Where ſhe not long cou'd undiſcoyer'd be, 

Wou'd laugh aloud to be found out by me; 
Pleas'd more with being caught, than cloſc conceal d, 
And hid on Purpoſe ſhe might be reveal'd ; 

Thus I to ev'ry one ſeem'd pleaſant, kind, 

A Lover only, and no more deſign'd, 

No Beauty ever had ſufficient Pow'r, 

To make me haye her on the Marriage Score, 
Not any Nymph to me appear'd ſo fair 

Thar I ſhould ſell my Liberty for her; 
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A Face before, tho' it had charming been, 


The Thoughts of Hymen alter'd quite the Scene. 


Thus I remain'd alone, while in the Choice 
Of one exactly perfect, I was nice; 
Hated the tall, the ſhort I cou'd not love, 


Diſdain'd the lean, the fat they fulſome prove. 


I only lik'd the Aedium of all theſe, 

The Middle is the beſt, and beſt does pleaſe, 
Soft Luxury, i' th' Middle does appear, 

And Love has plac'd his ſacred Temple there. 
I not i' th' lean, i' th' flender fix'd my Joys, 
The fleſhy Appetite, Fleſh ſatisfics, 

Where Body is by Body, ſoftly preft, 

No meagre Bones, the raviſh'd Joys moleft : 
Always abhorr'd Complexions pale and clear, 
Unleſs th' adorn'd with Nature's Roſes were 
That Flower, is claim'd by Venus as her own, 


And always in her Votaries tis ſhewn, 


The | 
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The untry'd Virgin, Shame for loving ſhews, 
And modeſtly ſhe bluſhes forth a Roſe, 
B experienc'd Lovers is this Flow't worn, 
After Joys taſted, in their Cheeks tis born; 
The golden Hair, declining Neck that's white, 
Merit a juſt ReſpeQ, denote a Wit, 
A Forehcad large, black Brows, and {parkling Eyes; 
Woru'd ofr' with Love and Awe my Heart ſurptize. 
I lov'd the moiſt, the ruby ſwelling Lip, 
Where Kiſſes I cou d taſte, and Nectar ſip. | 
A long round Neck, made Gold more fine appear; | 


And Jewels ſhone, with double Luſtre there. 


But all theſe Joys, tho' priz'd in Youth ſo dear; 
They now offend diſtaſteful Age to hear, 
For diff rent Things oblige our diff rent Time, 


What onte was decent, now appears a Crime, 

A light Inconſtancy by Boys is lov'd, 

A ſettl'd Gravity's by Age apptov'd, | 
8 0 
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In graceful Youth, who manly Growth setains, 
Betwixt 'em both, the golden Mean remains, 
Time conquers all, does ev'ry thing deſtroy, 

And we muſt yield to 'ts cruel Tyranny, 

Nothing in conſtant Paths permits to range, 

But ev'ry Being with himſelf does change, 

And fince my uſeleſs Age does burthen me 

Come, welcome Death, from Bondage ſet me free, 
But all in vain ! I call for Liberty. 


On what hard Terms, we Mortals have our Lite, 
Who when oppreſt we muft not have Relief 
By Death at Pleaſure, but muſt bear our Grief. 
To th' miſerable Man, 'tis ſweet to dye, 


But Death when conrted, does to them ſeem coy, 


And where it is unwelcome there will fly. 
Now I, tho” living, tread in Paths of Death, 
Faintly I draw, a meer departing Breath, 
For Age of ev'ry Senſe the Uſe denies, 


My reaſonable Faculties deſtroys, 
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My Hearing fails, and ev'ry Day does waſte, 
Nor can my Palate reliſh a Repaſt ; 8 
With me, cv'n balmy Xiſes have no Taſte. 

Methinks the Sun ſhines with a glimmering Ray, 

My ſunken Eyes can ſcarce diſcover Day, 

No Joy the moſt tranſporting Bliſs can give, 

Or be by my inactive Touch perceiv'd, 

Pleaſure no more in grateful Scents I take, 

For Smelling does my frigid Noſe forſake; 

Fv'n what I was, is now forgot by me, 

And I've no Uſe of former Memory, 

As if of Lethe's Streams, I'd drunk ; each Day 


My Mind does with my languid Corps decay. 


E ſing no Verſes now, that Pleaſure's o'er, 
My tuneful Voice alas! is now no more 


Delicious Poems I no longer write, 


To pleaſe an Audieuce, with my Comick Wit, 
NotHAvarice for Gold, and worldly Care, 
Dray me to bayl at the litigious Bar, 

C2 With 
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With cruel Trouble worn, I ſeem no more, 
Than the faint Image of myſelf before. 
A Death-like Paleneſs, oer that Face is ſpread, 


, 


Before was grac'd with lovely white and red 
Like gather'd Fruit, my Age dries up my Skin, 
And ſhrinks, and ſtiftens, ev'ry Nerve within: 
My Eyes where little Czepias us d to play, 

And draw the Hearts of yielding Maids aſtray, 


Now with continual flowing Rleums arc fore, 

Their Fate in Tears, they Day and Night deplore; 
Now hoary Woods, from Brows impending grow, 
Which did before like Summer's Garlands ſhew, 
Strangely methinks, and moſt imperfect too, 

My Eyes in Torment ſce I know not how: 

For dimm'd with Salt, and moiſt Rheumatick Tears, 
To me each Object frightfully appears, 

Like what by melancholly Men is ſeen, 


From the deep Cavern of a darkſome Den ; 


Thus 


} 
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Thus poor Old Men by their own Horrors led, ? 
Become borh to themſelves and others dead, 4 
For cuho d not think, Life gane, when Reaſon's fled? 

If Books I rake, with Hopes in them to find, 

Some pleaſant Story to delight my Mind, 

'Tis {till in vain, for my deceitful Eyes. 

Shew ev'ry Letter in a double Size, 

And ev'ry Page grows dull, and magnifies. 

The cleareſt Day, thro* Clouds I only ſee, 

For ev'n thoſe very Clouds, arc made by me; 

An obſcure Dusk, deprives me of the Ligbe, 

Takes it away without the Help of Night ; 

Thus 1 amidſt Tartarian Darkuele dwell, 

And ev'ry Object repreſents my Hell, 

Who then wou'd live to be ſo wretch'd as me, 


To hope Relief from a worſe Miſery ? 


Now, I'm poſſoſt cf ev'ry ill Diſeaſe, 
And Epicurean Delights diſpleaſe, 


And that I {till may live, to live I ceaſe ; 


Na 
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No Hardſhip cou'd abuſe me heretofore, 

Want, or Exceſs, or Heat, or Cold I bore, 

Now what ſhou'd nouriſh me, Diſeaſes bring, 
And even from my Food Diſtempers ſpring ; 
Wou'd I be fill'd, Eating my Ills create, 

Wou'd I abſtain, they ne et the more abate ; 
The Diſh but now, that pleas'd my Palate right, 
Is thrown away, and can no more delight; 

No Pleaſure more, in gentle Love I find, 

Tho' Venus Self ſhou'd offer to be kind, 

Me now delicious Wine can charm no more, 
Which can the Sick relieve, enrich the Poor, 
Sick Nature is oppreſs'd, with weak Remains, 
And is diſtreſs'd with its own evil Pains. 

Thoſe healing Draughts, that us'd to clean beforc 
Phyſick well prov'd on me can have no Pow'r 
All which, to others ſick, ſucceſsful prove, 

But can't the ſad Diſeaſe of Death remove. 

For how ſhou'd Phyſick in that Caſe relieve, 


When from my Lip Infe&ion it does reccive, 


4 


Theſe 
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Theſe ineffectual Props in vain w' invent, 


Precipitating Ruin to prevent. 


No Shews, nor Triumphs, now oblige my Sight, 
I can't ſo much as counterfeit Delight; 
Beauty, good Dreſſing, both excite my Rage, 
And Lite itſelf offends capricious Age, 
Nay Banquets, Songs, and merry Jeſts diſpleaſe, 
Unhappy thoſe, whoſe Pleaſure is Diſeaſe! 
What Comfort's there, in Heaps of unus'd Store, 
For tho much 1 poſſeſs, I covert more, 
A Crime tis hoarded Gold to Wen 
And pains me when I touch my own Eſtate: 
So Tantalus to's Mouth in Water ſtands, 
Vet can't a Drop ro-quench his Thirft command; 
make myſelf, but Keeper of my own, 
For others to enjoy when I am gone, 
The Dragon ſo was in the Garden plac, 


The Golden Fruit to guard, but not to taſte, 
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Thus watchful, I'm with daily Cares oppreff, 
To my teaz'd Mind, refuſe a needful Reſt, 
Still coveting, and craving ſtill for more, 
My Store, I ne er abate, yet think Im poor. 


More Plagues that wait on me than theſe, there are. 
For I my own worſt Enemy appear, 
Trembling, and doubtful, credulous of III, 
And fearful of my own beſt Actions till, 
Yet in my Notions obftinately ſage, 

I praiſe the paſt, deſpiſe the preſent Age: 
None learn'd or skilful but myſelf belicye, 
Of my own Prudence only poſitive, 

By Dotage wilfully myſelf deceive. 


— 


Much I talk o er, and talk it o'er again, 

And yet by telling, more increaſe your Pain, 

I drivle out, a ſlab ry Speech ſo long, 

You'd wiſh an inſtant Dumbnels ſcize my Tongue, 

To Death y are tir d, yet I wnweary'd fill, 

Do with Garillity perſiſt to Kill. | 

"Thor 
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Thou miſerable Age, can't only give, 

To Mankind Strength ; to become talkative, 
My loud Complaints, in ev'ry Place are heard, 
They're heard indeed but never gain Regard ; 
Me nothing pleaſes, nothing can ſuffice, 

I covet now, what I anon deſpiſe, 

Old-Men, the Likeneſs of young Infants bear, 
Their changing Wills, as fond and pecviſh are, 
When e'er I make myſelf a witty Fool, 

And my grave Storys very Ridicule, 

If my tir d Hearers, chance to laugh aloud, 

I'm mightily oblig'd, and mighty proud, 

With them I ſmile, while flat ring my Conceit 
L raiſe their Laugh, and the ſame Strains repeat; 
A pleaſing Joy o'erſpreads my wrinkl d Face, 
And I am tickl'd with my own Diſgrace. 


Theſe the firſt Fruits of Death, and I with theſe 
March downward. to the Grave by flow Degrees 
D My 
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My Form, my Dreſs, my Colour, Shape and Ait 
Are not the ſame, as heretofore they were, 

My Body ſtoops, and now is awkard grown; 

The Coat was ſhort before ſeems now a Gown. 
I'm ſo contracted, and ſo much I waſte, 

That you wou'd think my very Bones decreaſt. 

I've now no Privilege to look on high 

To contemplate the rich and ſpacious S, 

But tow'rds the Earth, from whence I came I bend, 
To ſhew where I began, I there muſt end. 

I uſe three Feet, but ſoon I ſhall uſe four, 

To Childhood brought ſhall crawl upon the Flocr. 
All Things will their firſt Principle retain, 

What roſe from Nonght to Nought returns again. 
From hence it is that I am mould'ring found, 

And with my Staff poking the clay'y Ground, 

And my ſhort Steps, moving with weakly Pace, 
But ſlowly quitting the attra&ive Place; 

Seemir g to mutter out Complaints, and pray 


To Earth with belching Jaws againſt Delay. 
Mos be 
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Mother, recerve thy Child, relieve his Pain, 
And in thy Boſom cheriſh me again, 
For hardly can my Legs their Load ſuſtain. 
My ſad, my ghaſtly Looks the Boys affright, 
For Fear they ſhun me, and abhor my Sight. 
Why to thy Brood ſuch Cruelty do'ſt ſhew, 
And let me thus a common Bugbear grow ? 
My Buſineſs now, I with Mankind have done, 
And I the wretched Race of Life have run 
Thro' all its various Troubles, various Toil, 
Therefore receive me to my proper Sol. 
What Pieaſure is't to thee to ſee me go 
Quite thro' ſo many diff rent Scenes of Moe? 


Is it 2 Mother's Part to uſe me lo ? 


| Scarce have I Breath thus even to complain, 
My Staff can fcarce my trembling Limbs ſuſtain ; 
Bur with my Labour tir'd, oppreft with Grief 


Lolling upon my Conch, I ſeck Relicf, 
2 Where 
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Where ſtretch d along upon th* uneaſy Bed, 
I repreſent an Earthy Body dead; 


Thus when lye, and ftretch, who wou'd believe 
That I am ſenſible, or that I live, 0 
Tho' I, what LifeI have from this receive, 

My Life's but one continual Puniſhment, 

*And all the World but one whole Diſcontent, 
Heat burns my Body, Clouds offend my Sight, 
Nor can the cold or clearer Air delight, 

The Summer Dews to me pernicious are, 
And as Infection, ApriiShowers I fear, 

Nor Autumn, nor the chearful blooming Spring, 

To me the leaſt reviving Joy can bring. 
rm wretched, and with Surf and Scabs o'er-run, 


With Ptyſick and continual Coughs undone ; 
My miſerable Age itſelf bemoans 


With never ceaſing and perpetual Groans, 
And can thofe Crcatures live t' whom Light and Air 
By which we breath, ſhall troubleſome appear. 


Ev'a 
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Ev'n Sleep Death's gentle Image, which ſets free 
A-while, th' unquiet Thoughts of Miſery 
Still flics away, and ſhuns unhappy me. 
And if he does vouchſafe, tho' late, to cloſe 
My heavy Eyes, he troubles my Repoſe 
With horrid frightful Dreams, and dreadful Sights 
Of diſmal SeXres, and of murther'd Sprights. 
Docu Beds, or Beds of Stone to me's the ſame, 
And only ſeem to differ in the Name, 
Tho ſofteſt Silks my thin light Cov'ring be, 
Heavy they ſeem, and burthenſome to me, 
Oppreſt with many Inconveniencies, 
To break imperfect Reſt I often riſe, 
Thus urg d by my weak Bodys ſad Defe&, 
I a& the very Things I wou'd negle&, 
And ſtriving many Evils to avoid, 


My Health with many Evils is deſtroy d. 


Thug 
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With Multitudes of heavy Miſchicfs fraught, 


Thus ge comes on unhceded, and unſought, 
Sabmifhon to its own ſad Weight is taught, 5 


Who therefore wou d a ling' ring Life defirc, 


And ſo by Picce- meal painfully expire ? 
Then in the Fleſh the Soul will buried lye, 
Tis better than live dying, once to dye. 

I don't alas! complain, becauſe I'd give 

A fix d Preſcription how long Man ſhall live. 
I know 't's a Crime, nor have I a Deſign 

To circumvent great Nature's Laws by mine. 
I only wiſh that I my Fate might meet 

E'er Age ſhou'd all my Pleaſures captivate, 
E'er Time ſhall with his Ills my Life invade. 
Time which makes all Things wear away and fade. 
The ſturdy Bull by Time deficient grows, 
Nor Uſe of former noble Conrage knows. 


The gay, proud, mettled Horſe of late ſo good, 
By Age becomes the Scandal of the Stud. 
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This can abate the furious Lyon's Rage, 

And the herce Tyger gentle grows with Age. 
Antiquity makes hardeſt Rocks decay, 

And ev'ry Thing alas! to Time gives Way. 
Therefore I wiſh I cou'd anticipate 

My growing Miſery by ſwifter Fate. 
Wou'd all my Puniſhment at once receive, 
And not in painful Expectation live. 


Who is there can the Pains and Sorrows tell 


Which they do not themſelves, bur others feel. 
Thus poor Old Men increaſe their Load of Cate, 


By finding how much they unpity d are 


—— 


Of thoſe who cannot in their Suff rings ſhare, 
Still meeting with Contempt and Detriments, 
While none in his Behalf his Wrongs reſents. 
The roguiſh Boys, and wanton Girls agree 

Both to deſpiſe, abuſe, and laugh at me, 

Their Maſter, me, they think t a Shame to own, 


For I with 4ge am deſpicable grown: 
They 
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They mock my Gait, my Face, my ſhaking Head, 
Whoſe angry Nod they heretofore won'd dread. 
Tho' I, from my dimm'd Sight ſmall He!p receive, 
Yet I ſhall certainly my Shame perceive, 

Unſeen by me no rude Affronts can go, 

But I muſt mark em to compleat my Woe. 


Thrice happy is the Man who leads his Life 
In calm Tranquility, and knows no Grief. 
And e'er his Strength is quite decay'd with Age. 
By timely Death's deliver'd from the Stage. 
For the Rememberance of former Joys 


Does but the more increaſe our Miſeries. 
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UT oh! Lycoris, my unconſtant Fair, 
She that's too faithleſs to me, and too dear. 


She whoſe Defires, whoſe Soul were mine alone, 


And long we undivided liv'd in one. | 
And from my aged, and enfecbled Arms | 
To younger Lovers bears her ſprightly Charms. | 


Our former Joys the while, forgets 'em all, | 
Does me decrepid, old, unable call. 
Nor recollects thoſe many Vleafures paſt, 


Which hurry'd on m' unhappy Age ſo faſt. 


— 1 2 U GG — 


Nay the perfidious and ungrateful She, 0 
Jo fix the Odium of her Crime on me, , 
Pretends my Faults caus'd her Inconſtancy. 5 
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Perhaps when me, with weaken'd Age ſhe ſpies, 
With Hood or Fan ſhe'll ſeem to hide her Eyes, 
And me in theſe opprobrious Terms, deſpiſe, 
Bleſs me ! did I e er love this Antick Thing? 

Cou d his Embraces any Pleaſure bring? 

Did I theſe meagre Fates, or Lips, e er kiſs ? 

Or kindly grant him the Extatick Bliſs ? 

Alas ! what Comforts can Old-Age attord, 

You ſee with what prime Bleſſings it is ſtor'd ? 
What once Delight coud move, and Love engage, 


Deſpis'd becomes, when ſowr d with crabbed Ape, 


And was it not enough that I had liv'd, 
To the full Growth of many Charms arriv'd, 
When all I did was aged with a Grace, 
Polite my Mind, and beautiful my Face. 
F'er I became offenſive, and deſpis'd, 
Hateful, unpleaſing, ſordid, and unpris'd. 
Whatc'er before I've been is nothing zow, 
in all the Circumſtances where, or how. 


Time 
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Time has deſtroy'd, has taken all away 

That c er was pleaſant, chearful, brisk, or gay. 
Tho' hoary Hairs, are now around my Head, 

And my pale Face wou'd ſeem to ſpeak me dead. 
Yet beautiful and bright e ſtill appears, 

Nor grows leſs charming, tho' more grown in Years, . 


Which ſhe but too well ſees, and knows too well, 


t makes her Breaſt with inward Pride to ſwell. 
And I confeſs ſhe ſtill retains the Grace, | 
The mighty Pow'r of her once dearer Face, | [ 
In Embers {till the hidden Flame is there, 
And warm remains, tho it conceal'd appear, 
Nor are her charming Beauties quite decreaſt, | 
She as till enough r inflame the youngeſt Breaſt : | 
But Old Men feed on Reliques of their Love, | 


And former Action but in Thovght can Prove. 


Unable to perform as heretofore, | 
hey all paſt Joys to Memory reſtore, f 
Pickle their Thoughts With that, and grieve they 

can no More, 3 
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And after all what can the wretched gain 
But their Misfortunes, Miſery and Pain. 
Thonghts of loſt Happineſs gives no Relict, 


Serves only to enrage the more, the Griet. 


Flown 1s the Vigour I poſſeſt before, 
Nor to give kind Embraces have the Pow'r, 
Therefore, my falſe Lycoris, may not we 
Sometimes remember paſt Felicity. 
Muſt we forget all that before was done, 


And ne er reflect on Pleaſures that are gone- 


Why Brutes ; frequent not Paſtures new and ſtrange, | 
And Sheep in unknown Walks refuſe to range. | 
The Bull delights 1'th' Shades he us'd of ald, 
Nor will the Flocks remove from their own Fold. | 
Sweeteſt on wonted Bramble Philomel 
Does ſing, and her ſad mournful Story tell. | 
Experiencd Friendſhip's ſhunn'd by you alone, 


Who to an untry d Entertainment run. 


Were 
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Were it not better for you to confide 
In Certainties, and Things that you have try d. 
Diff rent Events on Novelties attend 


As they begin, they very rarely end. 


If you my Age object, remember too 
That creeping Age is ſtealing upon you. 


Therefore let that inſtruct you to be wiſe, 


And don't you me, becauſe I'm grey, deſpiſe. 
Time will to Silver turn thy Golden Hair, | 
For he does neither Sex, nor Beauty ſpare. 


Equality of Years we often find, 


| With Pariry of Love endears the Mind. | 
| 
| Tho' I as heretofore can't act fo well, | 
Let ir ſuffice that I did once excel. | 

The Husbandman whoſe Strength is loſt in Years, | 
Docs reverend to younger Swains appear. 


Alwarvs the New, the Courage, and the Fire, 


Which in the Z/d:r Soldier we admite. 
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The Swain 1s griev'd to loſe his expert Steer, 
And to the Trooper his old Horſe is dear. 
Love only in a youthful Breaſt can live, 

There can it only ad, and there ſurvive, 

And ſprightly blooming Youth alone can prove 
The fitteſt Object for a perfect Love. 


Yet cruel Age has not quite plunder'd me 
Of all my Rhetorick and Gayety. 
For I can ſtill my doleful Tale rchearſe 
In tuneful Numbers and in flowing Verſe. 
Let venerable Age not ſlighted be, 
Let it be valu'd as deſir'd by thee. 
Condemn not in another, what ſo fain 
You for your ſelf wou'd willingly obtain. 
Seems it not ſtrange d'ye think, in any one 
To ſlight that Race which he himſelf muſt run. 
Call me your Brother, Father, or your Friend ; 


For thoſe are Names which tow'rds Affection tend. 


Let 
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Let Luft to Honour yield, as now tis fit, 


And to pure Piety let Love ſubmit. | 


Thus IT lament my Ape, but find no Eaſe, 


For long Diſcourſe of Grief does Grief increaſe. 


— — — 


Tay 
WM 


E GT 


4 _ 


24 The Impotent Lover deſcrild, 


EL EGF UL 


UT yet perhaps it may in Part abate 
The vilent Gricts, of my tormented Stare 
Awhile the mourntul Story tc delay 
Of Ills, that now attend the preſent Day; 
To recollect Things paſt, and call to Mind 
Thoſe Years which Time has left ſo far behind. 
Thoſe tender Years wherein my Life was free 
From all Diſquiets Love { but only thee. 
By 4q:l:ina was my Heart betray d, 
And 1 ador'd tlic Fair, the Beaut'ous Maid. 
T burnt, to that Degree, that I became 
Pale, melancholy, raving with the Flame. 
But then my young, my Childiſh Innocence 
Sectir'd me free from Scandal. ard Offence. 


0. 
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For ignorant in Love, and quite unskill'd | 
In Venus Arts, yet was with Longing fill'd, 


Something I with'd, but innocent of what 


— 


Did my own Miſery the more create. 


Nor was the excellent, the charming She 


Leſs griey'd or leſs diſturbd with Love of me. 
For tho the conquer'd yet ſhe was o'ercome, 
And could not carry perfect Triumph home. 
But with her Paſhon heated, and Deſire | 
In vain ſhe ſtrove t' avoid th' internal Fire | 
Reſtleſs from Place to Place, for Eaſe ſhe flew, 
But with her what ſhe ſtrove to ſhun, ſhe drew. 
With Charms at Diſtance we cach other won, | 
And lov'd unknowing what by each was done. 
In Solitude we hop'd Redrels to meet, 


And ſecret Love, in Secrecy abate, 


— 


But that alas ! did more our Flames create. 
Then we fought out a more obliging Way, 


Fo feed and feat our Paſhons cv ry Day. 
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And by exchanging kind and gentle Words, 
Words, which to Lovers Flames, Encreaſe aftords. 
No other Way cou'd the dear Fire maintain. 
But fruitleſs wiſhing Looks, Defires in vain. 

A cruel Pedagogue ro mie gave Lay, 

And her a careful Mother kept in Awe. 

They watch'd our very Nods, and ev'ry Glance, 
And minded cv'ry little Circumſtance. 

They mark d, by that our Paſſions to deſcry, 
Fach Change of Colour, with a careful Eye. 
We hid with Care, and with deceitful! Arts 
Awhile the growing Paſhons of our Hearts, 
And from each other kept them unreveal'd, 
And with much Pain our Suff rings conceal'd. 
But then at length our Love too fie: ce became, 
That we no longer cou'd ſuppreſs the Flame. 

It much too difficult and cruel ſhew'd, 

To hide a Flame that ſo apparent grow'd. 

For frequent Bluſhes, Sighs, a thouſand Things, 
Declar'd our Wiſhes, and our Languiſhings. 


But 
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Bur oh! what Joy, what Extaſy was there 

When we to each durft our hid Loves declare. 
Then oft' in private we together came, 

And with Difcourſe blow'd up the pleaſing Flame. 
Whar cunning Plots we us'd, what ſly Deczit 

To cheat our Spies, and undiſcover'd meet. 
Waole Nights w' in whiſp'ring Converſation had, 
The whilft our drowſy Watches ſnor'd in Bed. 
And if we fail'd of ſuch an Enterprize, 

Guarded too ſtrictly by our curious Spies, 

We cou'd, in Spite converſe with ſpeaking Fyes. 
In vain they ſtrove our Glances to conſtrain, 


They ſpoke our mutual Wiſhes, mutual Pain. 


Thus diſcompos'd, not long unmark'd I liv'd, 
Lor my obſerring Mother ſoon perceiy'd 
The fad, unuſual, melancholy Care, 
Which did in ev'ry Word, and Act appcar, 
n quickly gueſt, the fatal Cauſe was Love, 


Winch ſhe deſign'd by Rigour to remove. 
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My Paſhon with a Rod ſhe thought to quell, 

But that provok d it, ſtubborn, to rebel. 

Her cruel Uſage cou'd effect no Cure, 

For Love alas! had taught me to endure. 

Like added Fuel to increaſe the Fire, 

It only ſerv d more to inflame Defire. 

Nought cou'd deface th' Impreſſion it had made, 

My Love encrcas'd although my Health decay d- 

She try'd this rough Experiment in vain, 

For Love will all Reſtraint and Force diidain, 

And I within was vex'd the more ſevere, 

And doubly was perplex'd with Love and Fear. 

Then with maternal Tenderneſs ſhe ſtrove. 

By Sighs and Tears my wilful Mind to move. 
Imagining the Sorcows ſhe expreſs d, ) 
Might work on filial Duty to confeſs ; 

But that ſoft Stratagem had no Succeſs. 5 
At laſt ſhe thought, ſince nothing elſe cou d do ; 


To make Pretence, that ſhe already knew. 
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Then ſmilingly ſhe ſpoke, ſeem'd pleas d to be; 
Said, why do'ſt ſtrive to hide thy Thoughts from me? 
Alas! can'ſt thou believe that I'm ſo blind, 
By all thy Words and Actions not to find, 
That ſecret Love diftracts thy tender Mind. 
For did not I but very lately read 
Some wanton Songs, and Verſes you had made, 
Then be obedient, to thy Mother tell, 
Who did for thee ſuch crucl Tortures feel. 
Acquaint me freely, lay aſide all Fear, 
Tell me the naked Truth of all, my Dear. 
What, then muſt I thus beg, and ſuc in vain, 
[s Silence all the Purchaſe I ſhall gain ? 
For blood diffus d, and loſt, to bring thee forth, 
And am 1, and my Woes of no more Worth? 
But if thou wilt preſerve thy Chaſtity, 
And keep thy ſelf from guilty Actions free, 
All may be well, and innocent as now, 
Arg Time this fond Love-fit may over-grow, 
Thus 
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Thus was I teiz'd, nor durft diſcloſe my Pain, 
I lov'd, I languiſh'd, and I griev'd in vain. 
Nor needed I at laſt a Tongue to tell, 
What my conſumptive Paleneſs did reveal, 
And doz'd Stupidity declar'd ſc well. 


— 


Thou mighty Searcher of myſterious Things, 
Whole certain Knowledge certain Succour brings. 
B»betius, you alone was truly kind, 


Who found from dark Effects the Secrets of my Mind. 


Well I remember when you firſt perceiy'd, 


How I was tortur'd, and how much was griev'd, 


With gentle Words you prob'd the tender Wound, 
And by ſoft Soothing the dear Secret found. 

You urg'd me o'er and o'er to tell my Pain, 

As the beſt Means to get my Health again. 

With Eaſe unlock 4 the Secrets of my Breaſt, 


When gently argving, you theſe Words cxprefſt ; 


Tor 
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or an unknown Diſeaſe no Cure can be 
Conceal your Grief, and want a Remedy, 

As Fire when in a Cellar cloſely pent, 

Races the more for want of Air and Vent. 

So while your Paſſions you conſtrain with Force, 


To burn in ſecret makes them ſtill the worſe. 


Then I half willing, but o'er-rul'd with Shame, 
Bluſh'd, the dear Cauſe of all my Griefs to name, 
Darkly at laſt my trembling Tongue reveal'd, 
The rowling Flames were in my Breaſt conceal'd. 
Enough ( laid you) I now enough have ſeen, 

By theſe Effects to know the Cauſe within. 

Be plain, and tell me all, ſhake off your Fear, 

Or elſe 1 can't a Remedy prepare. 

Thus you prevail'd, I bluth'd, I wept, I ſigh d, 
And nothing of the whole Intrigue. cou'd hide, 
Down at your Feet then I did proftrate fall, 


Ard in its native Order told you all. 
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You ask d, <vou'd I poſſeſs the beaut'ous Sbe, 
No, I reply'd, 'twere an Impiety. 
You laugh'd, and cry'd, For Shame ſay that no he, 
Had ever Venus ſuch a Wight before? 

In Love you wou'd appear a Prodigy. 

Striving to keep a needleſs Chaſtity. 

Twwou d be a moſt unmanly Sin, and baſe, 

To ſpare a longing Virgin in this Caſe. 

Tou d moſt ridiculouſly ſhew in ther, 

Pious in this is worſt Impiety. 

Though when, peri aps, you go to taſte the Y. 
She may ſeem angry, and unbindly * 

Be not diſcourag d at the grateful Fight, 

For Oppoſition wvhets the Appetite ; 


( 
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Makes Love more fierce, and beigbteni the Delight. 
Youns tender Loves are fed with peeviſh Rage, 

And harmleſs Quarrels more the Hearts engage. 
Virgins untry d, half yielding, Lalſ afraid, 


Are in their own Reſiſtance beſt letray d. 
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With ſecret Pleaſure to ſoft Force they yield, 
And ſeemingly diſpleas'd, give up the Field. 
Melted at laſt, their Striving is but <veak, 
And breathleſs, thus perhaps they faintly ſpeak. 
Ah ! do nct uſe a harmleſs Creature ſo, 

Still in the midſt of Rapture, crying No; 

And pr thee let me, pr thee let me go. 

Thus, when to Hope he had encourag'd me, 


gave my Wiſhes an unbounded Liberty. 


In the mean Time with Gifts and Gold he ſtrove 
To bribe her Parer.:s to allow my Love. 
They eafily conſent, ſuch Pow'r's in Gold, 
Who can its ſtrange bewitching Charms unfold ? 
Their natural Affection ſoon gave Way, 
To the high Worſhip which to Gold they pay. 
Oh! ſacred Metal! tis thy Eloquence, 
Thy weighty Arguments, and mighty Senſe, 
Which can perſwade poor Mortals to diſpencr 
With any Vice or villanous Offence. 
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So much thou didſt her Parents move herein, 

They did not barely fufter, but begin 

To like, and to promote their Daughter's Sin. 

All Privacies of Place, all proper Time, 

We were allow'd to forward the ſweet Crime. 

They put us Hand in Hand, and all the Day 

A thouſand am'rous toying Tricks we'd play; 

Nay, at the laſt, the very luſhious Fact 

They gave us Opportunity to act. 

But there I ſtopt, for when to do an III 

I gain'd the Privilege, I loft the Will. 

My hot Deſire went out, and cool'd within, 

When once it was permitted me to ſin. 

The Luſt which cou d not be before endin'd, 

The very Pow'r to fulfil it cur d. 

then, and not before, began to find 

The miſcrable Sickneſs of my Mind. 

The Laws of Love by me were diſobey'd, 

When near the wiſhing, bluſhing, yielding Maid ( 
[ langmd, and unwillingly was laid, 5 


But 
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But ſhe with unexpected Coldneſs us d, 

Roſe up incens'd to be ſo much abus d. 

And I (to ſalve the great Aﬀront ſhe had) 
Cry d, hail untouch'd and ſacred Maidenhead, 
Be thon preſerv'd by me, and pure remain, 
And thy unblemiſh'd Virtue till retain, 


For nonght reſtores Virginity again. 


Thus when ſhe ſaw, all that young Virgins hold, 
More dear than Ulſurers their ill-got Gold, 
By me neglected, when I might enjoy, 
and that my Love I did myſelf deſteoy. 
Oh ! mighty Youth, ſhe cry'd, who haſt the Pow'r, 
Thyſelf to conquer, and thy fierce Amour, 
Take to thee all the Glory of the Thing, 
And be more great than a Triumphing King. 
For ſince thou cou'd'ſt thy furious Paſſions quell, 


Altho' they were cncourag'd to rebel. 
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Let Venus” Charms, and her Son Enpid's Bow, 
And brave Minerya's Arms ſubmit to you. 
There's nothing now but what you can ſubdue. 


— 


Thus both diſpleas d and melancholy ſhe; 
Departed with an untouch'd Chaſtity. 
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Will one more Intrigue of Youth rehearſe, 
And ſate my G with my ſoothing Verſe. 
A proper Task for doting Age and me, 
Are empty Tales, and idle Poetry. 
And as Mankind in circling Time is found, 
With various Changes always turning round, 
So to decaying Life no Joy appears, 


Like the Remembrance of moſt diſtant Years. 


A Virgin once there was, whom Heav'n deſigu d, 
Both by the Graces of her Face and Mind 
To be adapted ſo, that ſhe became 
"i. 


Candid by Nature, as ſhe was by Name. 


Her 
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Her flaxen Hair from her delicious Head 

In flowing Curls around her Shoulders play d, 

And ev'ry Part of her was bright and fair. 

Twas full as charming as her lovely Hair. 

She touch'd the tuneful Lyre with ſuch a Grace, 

That it confirm'd the Conqueſts of her Face. 

While from the trembling Strings, ſoft Tunes ſhe 
rais d, 

My trembling Heart with Love and Joy was ſciz d. 

Or if ſn attempted ſome ſurprizing Song, 

How many Cupids fate upon her Tongue ? 

Each moving Word, each Accent, ſent a Dart, 

And ev'ry Note melted my wounded Heart, 

Or if ſhe danc'd, her Motion, and her Air 

Made ev'ry Part more killing fair appear. 

While I, with Pleaſure, hugg'd my golden Chain, 

And filently indulg'd the grateful Pain. 


Thus this bright Maid with many Beauties arm'd, 
From whom none ſcap'd unconquer'd, or uncharm'd. 
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in various Parts ſtorm'd my defenceleſs Mind, 

Nor did one Dart the leaſt Reſiſtance find. 

Once ſeen, her beaut'ous Form with me remain'd, 
And Day, and Night my Mem'ry entertain'd. 

How oft' has my Imagination brought 

Her abſent Image preſent to my Though'. 

Fixt and intent how oft', tho' diſtant far, 

Have I ſuppos d that I have talk d with her. 

How oft' with Pleaſure woud my Fancy bring 
Thole Songs to Mind which {he was wont to ling. 
And with Delight my buſie Voice and Tongue 
Wou d imitate thoſe Notes, and Words ſhe ſlung. 
Thus I myſelf, againſt myſelf took Part, 

And like a Cheat, play d Booty with my Heart. 
While the wild Paſſions of my Breaſt encrear'd, 
How oft” have I been thought with Madneſs ſeiz'd. 
But ſure it is the moſt tormenting Pain, 

The Rage cf ftifled Paſſion to reſtra in. 

*Tis what no Mortal eyer yet could bear, 


Tho' never ſo reſerv'd, it will appear. 
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The changing Colours ſhew how we decay, 
And ev'n the Silence of the Tongue betray. 


Th affected Face will the hid Thoughts declare, 


Bluſhing beſpeaks a Shame, and Paleneſs Fear, 
But more my Dreams diſclos d my Privacy, 
My Dreams unfaithful to my Love and me, 


Did my reſery'd Anxietics reveal, 


Nor cou'd Death's Image Sleep, my Cares concos!. 


For when my Senſes were inclin'd to Reſt, 
Were by oblivious Slumbers all poſſeſt, 


vet then my tongue unatted Gaile confeſt. 


As ſleeping on the Graz, I once was laid 
Cloſe by the Father of my lovely Maid. 
And while he thoughrle!; ſlamber'd by my Side 
Thus in my Dreams diſturb'd, aloud 1 cry d: 
Hifie, Laſte, „, Candida, fy, fly away. 
Our ſecret Lowe ig ruin d if you ftay. 
Fer ſee, alrerdy freps the prying Sn, 
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The envious Light will our ſtolln Loves betray. 
Haſte, haſte, my Candida, nor don't delay. 


Awak'd at this, and in a ſtrange Surprize, 
He ſtarted up, and ſcarce believ'd his Eyes. 
And for his Daughter, ſearch'd the Place around, 
Where only I, was fleeping on the Ground. 
Gaſping and panting, there he ſaw me lye, 
Tranſported from myſelf with Extaſy: 
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With what vain Dreams, ſaid he, art thou poſſeſt ? 


Or, has a real Love uſurp'd thy Breaſt. 
Some waking Object, rather I conclude, 
Upon thy gentler Slumbers may intrude, 
And thus thy Wiſhes fleeting Forms delude. 
Aſtoniſh'd; he my broken Slumbers watch'd, 
And imperfect unform'd Sentence catch'd. 
His Right-Hand gently on my Heart he laid, 
And in ſoft Whiſpers more Enquiries made. 
For ſo apply d the fly Enquirer's Hand, 
From ſleeping Breaſts can any Thing command. 
H 
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And the loos d Tongue will by that Charm impart 
The choiceſt hidden Secrets of the Heart. 


Thus I, who had fo long, and with ſuch Care, 
Kept from the prying Eye, and liſt'ning Ear. 
The Pains of Love, grown by Concealment dear, 


My treach'rous Tongue did, when I ſlept, declare: 


Yet all this while my wretched Life was free 
From impure Actions and Impiety. 
Not that ſo much I did thoſe Crimes prevent 
By perfect Virtue, as by Accident. 
But now I'm old, and want the Strength to fin, 
It pleaſes me my Youth has guiltleſs been. 
For tis no Praiſe, old Men from Vice are free, 
Since tis not Choice, but meer Neceſſity. 
Strength only ſleeps, their Inclinations wake, 


And they not Vice, but Vice does them forſake. 


Plea- 
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Pleaſure deſerts their unperforming Years, 


And leaves them full of painful Toils, and Cares, 


And all their Good, in Want of Pow'r appears. 


"Tis worth our Time, if we conſider too, 
The Penalties that we in Age go thro”. 
Hew that, with it a low Repentance brings, 
For all our youthful Crimes and Riotings. 
How many Groans we pay, how many Tears, 
For dear bought Luxury of younger Years. 
And tho Reformers often ſtrive in vain, 
Youth's boyling Heats and Follies to reftrain. 
Oft' ner with Knowledge and Contrivance we 
Perſiſt in ſome deluding Villany. 
Ware oc induſtrions, ſtudious, wiſe, and nice, 
In the Performance of ſome witty Vice. 
Tho' Vice lometimes bears us by Force away, 
Vet we too oft” its eaſy Call chey. 
Ott, thongh we cannot compaſs what we will, 


We are Well-wiſhers to ſome pleaſing III. 
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W HEN as Embaſſadour vo th Eaſt I went, 

With friendly Articles, by Ceſar ſent. 
While I, deſign'd for others Reſt, and Eaſe, | 
And Nations did from me expect their Peace. 
Within my Breaſt, Tumults and Broils aroſe, 
Tempeſtuous Storms diſturb'd my own Repoſe. 
Ev'n I, on whom Hetruria did rely, 


Cou'd not from private Snares mylelf keep free, 
For one Greek Dare's infinuating Art, 

Well praftis'd to enſlave the braveſt Hearg, 

With ſuch peculiar Vigour mine o'ercame, 

1 melted in the brisk aſſaulting Flame. 

For while ſhe feign'd, ſhe was my Captive made, 


She ſeiz d me firſt, and as her Pris'ner led. 


Fach 
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Each Morning wakeful, with the Dawn ſhe roſe, 
Refuſing to her Eyes a ſoft Kepoſe, 


And at my Windows, ſhining as the Sun, 


Darted in Light, before the Day begun, 
Ye Gods! I know not what it was ſhe ſung, | 
While Grecian Tunes flow'd from her charming Tongue. | 


But ſuch bewitching Force her Murmurs had, 
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That I with Pleaſure and Delight grew mad. 
Nor was this half her Cunning, half her Art, 


By which ſhe conquer'd, and enflav'd my Heart. 

She wept, ſhe ſigh'd, look'd pale, and fo complain'd, 
As none cou'd &er believe it to be feign'd. 

She ſhew'd what wou'd a Stoick's Paſſion move, 

Had all the Signs of an unpractis'd Love. 

So excellent {he was in the dear Cheat, 


That cv'n Love was due from the Deceit. 


I pity'd all her falſe diſſembl'd Pains, 
And whillt thought her tortur'd with my Chains, 
The 
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The miſerable Object I became 
Of real Pity, by my real Flame. 


But Heav'n ne er fram'd a Creature more exact, 
For ſhe was to a Miracle compatt. 

Her ſhining Eyes, and Face, chearful and gay, 
Bright and ſerene, as an unclonded Day. 

As oft as they ſalute my wand'ring Eyes, 


Moy'd me at once with Pleaſure and Surprize. 


Nor was ſhe leſs accompliiſh'd in her Mind, 
For that with noble Arts was well refin d. 
She knew the Strength of conqu'ring Eloquence, 
And when ſhe talk d, cou'd capti vate each Senſe. 
Her Mit was like her Beauty, bright and clear, 
As one the Eye, the other charm'd the Ear. 
The mighty Force of Poctry knew well, 
And in that Art Apollo cou'd excell. 
Not Orpheus ſelf with nobler Warmth was fir d, 
( When Beaſts and Trees he with new Life inſpir'd ) 
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Than this bright Nymph who with her Harp and Quill 
Out-did Apollo's Verſe and Orpheus Skill. 

Her Songs, like Syrens, they vaſt Pleaſure mov'd, 
Were full as charming, and as hurtful prov'd. 

For while I liften'd to her fatal Voice, 

Ruin or Safery were not in my Choice. 


But wanting Pow'r, ſuch Witchcrafts cou'd not ſhun, 


In the Surprizc I yield to be undone. 
Ulyſſes far'd not fo of old, for he 


Cou'd miſs thoſe Dangers which he cou'd foreſee. 


What need I mention her amazing Gait, 
Or how by practis d Steps ſhe mov'd in State. 
How ſhe cou d ſail with ſuch a ſally ing Sweep, 
Like well-trimm'd Veſſels on the ſmooth-facd Deep. 
Howe ry Step did eaſy, ſoft appear, 
As Goddeſs, cutting thro* the yielding Air. 
Bleſs me! what mighty Pow'r lay in her Hair, 


A Trap was each white Lock, each Curl a Snare. 
Her 
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Her ſolid Breaſts, ſo round, ſo finely fram'd, 
That they with ſtrong Deſire my Heart inflam'd. 
Neither of which to greater Bigneſs ſwell'd, 
Than what might be within one Hand compell'4. 
But when I near, and nicely view'd each Patt, 
What Joys unſpeakable ſurpriz'd my Heart. 

How did I feaſt, and how delight my Eyes, 
With ev'ry Part which next adjacent lyes 
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To Love's delicious nameleſs Paradiſe. 

How to embrace, how did I long to touch 

Each Limb that charm d, and melted me fo much. 
What mighty Extaſies did I ſuppole, 

Wou d there tranſport me, if ] were but cloſe. 


E wiſh'd, I ask d, I gain'd the beaut'ons She, 
But oh! what Wirchcraft did enervate me. 
I lifeleſs on the Maſs of Beauty lay, 
Nor the due Debts to ſacred Love cou d pay 
All vig tous Warmth my languid Limbs forſoob, 


And left me dry, as an old ſaplefs Oak. 
My 


ta Six Eſegies ou Old-Age. „ 


My chief, and yet my baſeſt Nerve, prov'd lank, 
And like a Coward, from the Battle ſhrank. 
Shrivell'd, unmoiſt, like a dead wither'd Flow'r, 
Deprivd, and void of all vivifick Pow'r. 

\o fertile Moiſture, no pralifick Juice, 

Cou'd the enfeebl'd Inftrument produce. 

No unctious Subſtance, no kind Balm cmit. 


Than Milk more nouriſhing, than Honey ſweet. 


At laſt cry'd out the diſappointed Fair, 
Thy dull unactive Weight I cannot bear. 
Thy heavy Limbs preſs me with joy leſs Pain, 


And all thy faint Endeavours are in vain. | 


Uſeleſs, 1 muſt confeſs, indeed was I, 
O'ercome with Thaſcan grave Simplicity, 
And wholly in the Grecian Arts unskill d, 
To Age's Impotence was torc'd to yield. 
Thoſe very Tricks, thoſe Stratagems of Love, 


Which did of old, Troy's fad Deſtruction prove. 
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And tho' a Beauty, ev'n as Helen bright, 
Did to the mighty Task of Love invite. 


vet I was in the vain Performance tir'd, 

Nor cou'd poſſeſs what I fo much defir'd. 

Nor need I bluth to own, oz be aſham'd, 
Thar I by ſuch a Beauty was inflam' d. 

For mighty Jove had he my Goddeſs ſeen, 
Ev'n Fove himſelf her Captive muſt have been. 
But yet ſo fruitleſs was my firſt ſad Night, 
Thar I cou d neither give, nor take Delight. 
Daſh'd with the Shame of my own Imporence, 
A baſe and conſcious Shame poſſeſt cach Senſe, 


Nor left mc Pow'r to make the leaſt Defence. 


But then, the next enſuing Night came on, 


And lo, my vig'cous Heat again was gone. 
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Void of all Warmth remain'd, and manly Pow, 


Was dull, unactive, as I was before. 
But ſhe much vex'd, that I wou'd not full! 


Her Expectation, but deceive her ſtill. 


Slam d 


In Six Elecies c, Old-Aze. 7 


Blam'd my negle ful Sloth, and angry grew, 


Ciaim'd the juſt Tribute that to Love was due. 
And wond'ring. that her Charms no more cou'd move, 
Said, Slugpgard, pay thy Devts to me and Love. 

But her juſt Anger with me prov'd in vain, 

Nor nothing cou'd her ſoothing Language gain, 

Bur yet in vain with either ſhe aſſail d, 

»Gainſt my unconquer'd Im potence they fail'd. 

For what alas! can thoſe DefeQs ſupply, 

Which weaken'd Nature docs to Age deny ? 

But then I bluſh'd, and ſtapify'd became, 

Much mare debilitared by my Shame. 

A conſcious Terrour then poſleſs'd my Mind, 

And took away the Pow'r of being kind. 

Yet with her ſoft and active Hand ſhe ſtrove, 

The frigid Member to adapt for Love. 

But ſhe ſtill try'd the fainting Thing in vain, 

B inſpiring Touch, to call't to Life again. 

Nor anſwer'd it her Toil, nor my Deſire, 

Pit cold remain'd, ith' midſt of ſuch a Fire. 
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What other Wori:an, thou unkind, 11d the, 
Has ſnatch'd thy Love, my Due alone, from me? 
Where haft thou been, Unzratef.il, and with cem, 
From whoſe Embraces do ft thou tir d come? 


"Twas her Miftake, I ſwore, and did proteſt, 
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No other Paſhon cou'd invade my Ercaſt, 0 
She, only ſhe was of my Heart poſſeſt. 

I told her, 'twas Exceſs of Love and Care, 

Daſh'd me with ſuch a trembling Awe and Fear, 

That render'd me incapable to give | 
Thoſe Acts of Kindneis, which ſhe ought to have. | 
But tho' this ſaid, the bright, expecting Dame 
Believ'd 'twas all but a pretended Sham. 

Thou'rt falle, the much offended Fair One cry'd, 
For thou ſome other Nymph do'ft love beſide. 
And art with me alone unſatisfy d. 


Variety attefis thy Appetite, 


And thou do'ſt in a frequent Change delight, 
Why elſe ſhou d you my proffer d Kindnet: flight: 
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If Sorrow damps thee, try then to remove 
Such heavy Griefs by the brisk Joys of Love. 
Be not o'ercome by any ſad Exceſs, 

But intermit ſuch Cares as over-preſs, 


For Rurthens oft” laid down become the les. 


Then I uncover'd, naked in the Bed, 
To the inquiring Nymph thus weeping ſaid. 
Alas ! fair Greek, I am conſtrain'd to own, 
What I endeavour'd to have kept unknown. 
And left you think it Want of Love for you, 
Am forc'd the ſad Defects of Age to ſhew. 
Unhappy I, altho' my Vigour's dead, 
Alas! my Will and Wiſhes are not fled. 
Unfortunate, that J am judg'd to be, 
Unkind, becauſe of my Debility. 
Behold, I've brought you Arms, with Shame, T own, 
Arms. by a lazy Reſt defective grown, 
vet Arms, devoted to thy Uſe alone. 

Thy 
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Thy beſt Endeavours ule, try all thy Wir, 

To move me, for I wi!:ingly ſubmit. 

Yer (HIL I fail d the more, the more I trove, 
Deſire's Exceſs did Impotence improve. 

Then ſhe begun with many a Grecian Art, 

To give new Courage to the drooping Part. 

But ſhe in vain the lifeleſs Thing did ſtrive, 
With her gay Flames, to quicken and revive, 

And when at laſt its Ruin {he perceiy d, 

And that the dear lo d Nerve no more cou'd live. 
All future Hope, of ReſurreQion loſt, 

On which ſhe had beſtow'd ſuch Pains, and Coſt. 
Erected, on the Bed ſhe mournful ſate, 

Griev'd, and tormented with her wretched Statc, 
And thus deplor'd her miſerable State, 


Ah! fallen Member! who were't once to me, 
The beſt Improver of beſt Luxury. 
And at each ſacred celebrated Feaſt, 
My only Entertainment, only Gueſt, 


My 
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My ſweeteſt Darling, my Delight, my Health, 
My deareſt Honour, and my chiefeſt Wealth. 
How thy dejeGQed State ſhall I lament, 

And in what Floods of Tears my Sorrows vent. 
Where {hall I find, equal and worthy Verſe, 
Thy mighty Acts and Proweſs to rehearſe. 

Ofr' when inflam'd with my too hot Deſire, 


Thou did'ſt allay the raging of the Fire. 


And oft' wou'd'it thou (then when thou cou d ſt be kind 
Charm the Diſeaſes of my troubled Mind. 

My dear Companion many tedious Nights, 

Partaker of my Griefs and my Delights. 

To thee my choiĩceſt Secrets were diſclos'd, 

And with much Safety in thy Truſt repos'd. 

Still thou wer't watchful, and wer'r ſtill at Hand, 

To anſwer and obey my leaſt Command. 

Whither ! oh! whither is thy Vigour fled, 

Why doſ thou hang thy cold, thy drooping Head. 


What 
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What envious Pow'r has thus depriv'd thee quite 
Of all that Fervour, all that former Spright, 
Which made thee heretofore ſo bold in Fight. 
Frequent Engagements us d to pleaſe before, 
But now thy Courage fails, and is no more, 


Behold, no more a lively cheartul Red, 


Does thee, as once it did, with Warmth o'erſp:cav. 


But pale, and wan, you now dejected lye, 
Nor dar'ft look up to face ray Enemy. 
The kindeſt, moſt endearing Words to thee, 
Are loft, and altogerher uſeleſs be. 
The mighty Charms of Verſe, which can clic, 
A troubled Mind, to thee no Life can give. 
Thee, therefore, juſtly, I as dead, bewail, 
Since now you iz all actiyy Motion fail. 

Bur as {hc thus run on, I was conſtrain d 
To interrupt her, while the yet complain}. 
And of her ſad Impatience much aſham'd, 
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Thus to bemoan my languid Member's Cale, 
Denotes your ſelf vex'd with a worſe Diſeaſe, 

And while you thus lament his ſad DefeR, 

I muſt accuſe ycu of a worſe Neglect. 

Be gone from wretched unperforming me, 

To fome young over, more deſerving thee. 

Go, happy Nymph, for happy Joys deſign'd, 

Gu, where thy Love the like Returns may find. 

Go, where freſh Youth, and blooming Strength invires, 
Go, ſpringing Beauty, to more fit Delights, 

Make Uſe of all thy Youth, while Youth thou haſt, 
And don't with me thy precious Minutes waſte. 

For Time unſcen goes by, and flies too faſt, 


For Mortals ever to o ertake when paſt. 


But ſhe enrag'd, reply d, thou do'ſt not knov 
The real Cauſe of all my real Woe. 
Be not ſo fond, and vain, as to believe, 


That thy peculiar Fate I only grieve. 
K No, 
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No, this to my diſtracted Fancy brings, 
The ſad Eſtate of all created Things. 
For if the gen'tive Pow'r was took away, 
How ſoon alas! wou'd this vaſt World decay. 
And oh! thou needful Exgine, without thee, 
All Things that breath, wou'd quickly ceaſe to be 
Mankind, Beaſt, Fiſh, and Fow!, and all that live, 
From thee their firſt Beginning mult receive. 
What Concord, or Agreement, cou'd be made 
In diff rent Sexes, if without thy Aid, 
And if of thy moſt grateful Favours void, 
The chiefeſt Good of Marriage is deſtroy d. 
By thee are ſuch ſtrong Leagues of Kindneſs done, 
Thar of two different Minds you make but one. 
So much thou do'ſt to Unity incline, 


And ſep'rate Bodies can fo cloſely joyn, 
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That two grow into one, by am'rous 1 wine. 


Tho' to a Ny mph, Natute all Beauty grants, 
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In thee alone Valour and Vertue lics, 


And thou to Beauty art the only Prize. 


Manhood by thee alone is made complear, 


Which, without thee, were but a fordid Cheat. 


No ſhining Gold, or ſparkling Gems there are, 
That can to thy true ſolid Worth compare. 
Not the moſt ſordid Miſer wou'd, to be 
Maſter of all the Wealth, funk in the Seca, 
Or yet on Shore; {ell or diſpoſe of thee. 
Jewels, and Oraaments in vain are worn, 
If thou as well, do'ſt not the Man adorn. 
Unlike thoſe empty Trifles very much, 
Thy Kind increaſes by productive Touch. 
And they by uſing, ſtill the more decay, 
And with a frequent rubbing wear away. 
Wich thee is Credit and Fidelity, 

And Secrets told, are ſafely lodg'd in thee. 
Oh! only true Reward of perfect Love 


To which you fill both kind and fruitful prove. 


To thee the great, ſublimeſt Things give Way, 
And ali z mighty Mandates muſt obey. 
K 2 
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All yield, and all ſubmit without a Grief, 

From the ſweet Bondage wiſhing no Relief. 

Thy angry Wounds are not ſo terrible, 

But ſuch as ev'n thy Friends deſire to feel. 

Nay, that ſage Wiſdom, which the World does guide, 


Declares herſelf of thy more equal Side. 


To thee the trembling, conquer'd, yielding Maid 
Deſiring that of which ſhe ſeems afraid. 


Proftrate falls down, juſt ready to receive | 


Thoſe grateful Wounds, which thou prepar'ſt to give. 
And when broke up, ſhe ſtill and filent lyes, 

Sheds her glad Blood, and with the Pleaſure dies, 
Mangl'd, a little weeps; but ſmiles much more, 

And ſtronger Foys her weaker Griefs o'erpow'r, 
Pleas'd with the ſweet Defeat, more cloſe ſhe preſt, 


And hugs the Conqu'rour, gave the murth'ring Thruſt. 


Soft, eaſy Ways you do not always chooſe, 
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Sometimes yore Acts of Force and Manhood uſe. 
Thy 
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Thy toying Plays, and pretty gameſome Wiles, 

Are ſometimes mixt with more laborious Toyls. 
Oft Stratagems of Wit are your beſt Courſe, 

And ſometimes you thrive beſt by downright Force. 
The cruel Hearts of Tyrants fierce and wild, 

Thou often can'ſt convert to kind and mild. 

Nay, thou the ſtubborn God of War can't move, 
And melt, and ſoften him to gentle Love. 


Thou, the enrag'd, and angry Jove can'ſt charm, 


And him of dreadful Thunder quire diſarm. 
And after the bold Gyant's Overthrow, 
Thou then, cou'd'ſt ſmooth the ruffl'd, clonded Brow. 
The hungry Heer by thy ſtrauge Effects, 
Grows tame, and the Purſuit of Beaſts neglects. 
The humble Lover, court'ous, meek and mild, 
ö By thee grows fierce, and like a Lyon, wild. 
Thy Vertue, and ty Patience Wonders do, 
| For all your Victims are belov'd by you. 
And when you conquer, you are conquer d too. 


Tryumphs 
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Tryumphs you ſcorn, but love the active Fight, 
And more in War than Conqueſts you delight. 
O'ercome, yon reaſſume new Strength, new Life, 
With donble Conrage, to renew the Strife. 
And then the Battle thus again renew'd, 

You only fight, to be again ſubdu'd. 

Short is thy Rage, but Zeal does longer live, 
And Strength decay d will very oft” revive. 

And tho thy Pow'r to do and act is done, 

Yet thy Good-will and Wiſhes are not gone, 


Thus ſhe, as if ſhe mourn'd the Obſequies 
Of ſome dear Friend, as dear as her own Eyes. 
Ended her long Complaint, and roſe from me, 
Abandon'd o'er to Grief and Milery. 
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Raz'd Age, at laſt thy babling Noiſe give o'er, 


And ceale to tamper with a feſt'ring Sore. 
Fondly in fruitleſs *Plaints you ſeek Redreſs, 
The more you monrn, the more your Griefs increaſe. 
Pr'thee be wiſe, for Modeſty forbear, 
In long Harangues more Vices to declare. 
Let a flight Hint of thy great Shame ſuffice, 
Sure now tis Time, if ever, to be wile. 
Crimes, long inſiſted on, new Strength receive, 
And will thereby into new Crimes revive. 
Content thyſelf, that thou at length ſhalt have 
A laſting Reſt within thy quiet Grave. 
For all vain Mortals mult refign their Breath 
To Time, when c'er he calls, and march to Death- 
All, that inevitable Road muſt tread, 
Tho” all by Death by diff rent Ways are led. 

Tho' 
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Tho ſome ſoon wealthy grow, ſome never thrive, 
And ſome in Want, and ſome in Plenty live. 
So ſome in Trouble die, and ſome in State, 2 


Some dye too ſoon, ſome timely, ſome too late, C 
Yet none can {hun, or be exempted Fate, - 


Death will not one, more than another ſave, 

But undiſtingui ſ d, hurries all to th' Grave. 
There Infancy and Age together are, 

And Youth when in its Prime, is met with there 
Berween the Rich and Poor's no Difference, 
Death makes alike, the Peaſant and the Prince 
Therefore tis beſt that Journey ſoon to take, 
Which unavoidably we once muit make. 

Nor can it to defer that, Prudence be, 


Which Force will bring of ſtrong Neceſliiy. 


But I from Fate, moſt rig'rous Ulage have, 
My own fad Obſcquies in vain I grieve, 
Who ſtill am dying, and am ſtill altyc 
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